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course to Rabelais. But he must needs play the
impious, and the wag.

Madame la Duchesse d'Orleans was another kind
of person. She was tall, and in every way majestic;
her complexion, her throat, her arms, were admirable;
she had a tolerable mouth, with beautiful teeth, some-
what long; and cheeks too broad, and too hanging,
which interfered with, but did not spoil, her beauty.
What disfigured her most was her eyebrows, which
were, as it were, peeled and red, with very little hair;
she had, however, fine eyelashes, and well-set, chest-
nut-coloured hair. Without being hump-backed or
deformed, she had one side larger than the other, and
walked awry. This defect in her figure indicated
another, which was more troublesome in society, and
which inconvenienced herself. She; had a good deal
of intellect, and spoke with much ability. She said all
she wished, and often conveyed her meaning to you
without directly expressing it; saying, as it were, what
she did not say. Her utterance was, however, slow
and embarrassed, so that unaccustomed ears with diffi-
culty followed her.

Every kind of decency and decorum centered them-
selves in her, and the most exquisite pride was there
upon its throne. Astonishment will be felt at what I
am going to say, and yet, however, nothing is more
strictly true: it is, that at the bottom of her soul she
believed that she, bastard -of the King, had much
honoured M. d'Orleans in marrying him! M. le Due
d'Orleans often laughed at her pride, called her Ma-
dame Lucifer, in speaking to her, and she admitted
that the name did not displease her. She always re-